CHAPTER 84 


July 7, 2011 


“I've always liked this place. Being able to see my house and school and everything 
from up here... It makes me feel small.” 


Kanji and Justin were sitting at the top of the hill overlooking town, starring down at 
the small town they wandered day in and day out. Justin wasn’t entirely sure why 
Kanji had insisted on dragging him out here; but he certainly didn’t mind. It was one 
hell of a view from up here, and it was nice and secluded; so it was as good a place 
as any for Justin to have a smoke. Kanji was certainly right about one thing. Being 
able to see everything in your life from a distance like this, but a tiny speck in the 
distance. It didn’t make Justin feel small; but it certainly made Justin feel like all his 
trouble were so far away. Everything that had happened; the murders, the 
television, Persona, his shadow, Maya’s return... It all started in that tiny town off in 
the distance. But it was nothing, insignificant from Justin’s place atop the hill. And if 
his problems were to reside there; wasting away until time rotted over... Well Justin 
had nothing to fear. Of course, he was probably thinking too deeply into this. It was 
just a nice view is all; it’s just that it was nice to think about this stuff, try and get it 
out of his system and all that jazz. And it worked to a certain extent. Justin kind of 
felt better up on the grassy mantle over-looking the town. 


“Really? It makes me feel kind of big. Like | could just reach out and hold all of Inaba 
in my fist.” Justin remarked, extending his hand out towards the city before 
wrapping his fingers into a ball, obscuring his own view of the town. Kanji wasn’t 
really paying attention though; he simply continued to stare off into the distance, 
observing the town from far away. It was still; quiet... You couldn’t so much as see 
the cars driving by from up here; though that might be because so very few people 
used cars in Inaba. 


“Uhh... When you met Ma at the hospital... She say anything about me?” Kanji 
eventually broke the silence, not so much as lifting his eyes from the city that 
starred back at him. Justin stopped staring off into the horizon to turn his gaze over 
to Kanji. So that’s what this was about. Justin sighed slightly. He had no reason to lie 
to Kanji; he just hoped he wouldn’t get pissed off that his mother had pretty much 
spilt his secrets out on the table. 


“Just a little.” Justin shrugged. Kanji sighed, finally removing his gaze from the 
distant horizon, looking down towards the grass beneath his feet instead for a brief 
moment. Clearly he wasn’t a fan of his mother’s decision to tell all his friends about 
his fear of hospitals. Justin couldn’t understand why. After all, HALF of the 
investigation team at this point had a fear of hospitals. It wasn’t anything to be 


ashamed of; everyone’s afraid of something. Or in Justin’s case, damn near 
everything. 


“That's what | thought... Well, you already know everything about me. | got nothin’ 
to hide.” Kanji shrugged a bit, finally turning his gaze over to Justin. He was blushing 
a bit, though as to why, Justin would rather not know. He didn’t seem to say 
anything all the embarrassing, so it couldn’t have been that. And again, Kanji didn’t 
really have an established sexual orientation yet. Not that Justin wasn’t cool with 
Kanji possibly being into dudes; good for him to not let something as silly as 
someone’s gender interfere with love. It was just that Justin had noticed Kanji had 
been blushing a LOT around him. And if he was into dudes... Well, this could get 
awkward very quickly. But of course; Justin was just being paranoid. Kanji knew 
Justin was straight and in a relationship, so even if he DID have feelings for him, he 
wouldn’t act upon them. It just felt awkward to Justin all the same; he’d really hate 
to be a heartbreaker. He’s done it before, after all... It’s not a pretty sensation. 


It didn’t matter though. The blush soon disappeared from Kanji’s face as he looked 
up towards the cloud, eyeing the shapes they made in the sky. It wasn’t like that at 
all; even if Justin didn’t know it at the time. He just wasn’t used to having someone 
accept him so open-armedly. It was getting to a point where Kanji was even afraid 
to make eye-contact with the guy sometimes. It just seemed TOO easy talking to 
Justin about this stuff. He HAD to have some sort of motive for doing it, right? Why 
else would he fritter away the hours sitting next to him, talking about HIS problems. 
Hell, Kanji would probably feel more comfortable if Justin would just bitch about his 
own issues for once. 


“Wish | could quit being afraid of hospitals. | gotta get stronger...” Kanji mused to 
himself, trying to push aside that awkward sensation again. Justin shrugged a bit. 


“It’s not about being stronger Kanji. It’s always going to stick with you. | mean look 
at Maya. Her father died two years ago; she still won’t go near a hospital unless it’s 
an emergency.” Justin spoke out loud, leaning forward slightly as he tried to think, 
to choose his words carefully. It was a delicate topic with him too after all. He hadn’t 
even REMEMBERED being in a coma, for Chirst’s sake, and he still was afraid of the 
place. “The important thing you need to realize is it’s alright to be afraid. You just 
can’t let that fear consume you.” 


That was some advice he should probably give to Maya sometime... No, actually, 
bad idea. It was too soon. It clearly wasn’t just fear that kept her away from 
hospitals; she was still in mourning in some capacity. Justin had heard a lot of 
stories about her father before he went comatose. He sounded like the perfect 
father, and Maya... Well Maya was daddy’s little girl. Her heart was broken the day 
he had a seizure, the day they told her he’d be stuck in that bed for a while. She 
was only ten for god’s sake. 


Kanji sighed a bit. It was true, he supposed. He just wasn’t sure he could handle it. 
Having his fear always be there, gripping at his heart... Maybe it took a bigger man 
than him to suffer through that and come out on top. Kanji turned his head to look 
off in the distance again, ready to muse this over in his head again, when 
something had caught his eye: a familiar figure. 


“Huh? That kid... He was with Ma at the hospital...” Kanji croaked up. Justin raised 
his eyebrow slightly as he spotted the boy. He was actually a bit surprised they 
didn’t notice him earlier; he had clearly been there for a while, and from the looks of 
it, it seemed as though he was crying. You would think they would hear something 
like that. Justin just hoped it wasn’t that biker from before; because if it was, he was 
going to kick the ever living crap out of him. Assuming he wasn’t already, if he ever 
found out who it was. 


“Small world after all, huh?” Justin remarked as the two stood up, making their way 
over to the small child. They were curious what he was doing here by himself; more 
so why he was crying. Something clearly wasn’t right. Kanji smiled slightly at the kid 
as he took a seat next to him on the park bench, his elbow resting against his knee, 
his hand on the other. The boy looked over with slight confusion and surprise, 
though his vision was still clouded by tears. 


“Yo kid, what’re you doin’ here by yourself?” Kanji questioned warmly. Justin was 
actually a bit surprised; from the way Kanji had acted a few days ago, you would 
think Kanji didn’t like the kid or something. But of course, it was just that he was 
worried about his mother; the kid just happened to be a bystander to the blowout. 


“Uh... Ummm... Nothing...” The child choked up, forcing back tears. Clearly he 
didn’t want whoever this man was to know he was crying. Kanji just shook his head 
a bit, his smile replaced with a sympathetic gaze. He could clearly tell something 
was wrong; even if the child insisted otherwise. Probably because he was crying but 
a moment earlier. 


“Then how come you look like you're gonna cry?” Kanji questioned. Well apparantly 
that was enough to send the child back into tears. You would think someone calling 
you out on that would make you want to fight the tears back anymore. But then, 
what did Justin know? He wasn’t very good with children; all he knew was that you 
aren’t supposed to say or do certain things around them. And let’s face it; Justin 
wasn’t exactly the most socially adept person in the crowd. This could be the norm 
for all he knew. 


“I... lost a doll... | lost the knit rabbit doll that Sana-chan let me borrow... Taka-kun 
said it was girly and stomped on it... It got all dirty... And he said, ‘If you're a man, 
then throw it away...’ I... threw the doll in the river... And it got washed away...” The 


child started to bawl even louder as the words left his mouth. Justin and Kanji 
passed each other a slightly pissed off look; though for entirely different reasons. 
Justin was pissed off at the bully; Kanji was pissed off at the kid for some reason. 


Yeah, sure, he might have been the one who did it; but clearly Kanji didn’t quite 
understand how bad verbal bullying could be. It’s like propaganda, really. “What 
should | do!? | hafta give it back to Sana-chan... She liked that bunny... And lI... I...” 
The child continued to try and speak over his tears, but just continued to hiccup in 
between words as he failed to get any oxygen in his lungs. Justin took a knee to get 
on eye-level with the child. He was going to say something, but then Kanji 
interrupted him. He probably should have kept talking anyway, given what Kanji 
had to say. 


“So why are you here? You ran away?” Kanji snarled, very irritated by the story he 
had just heard. He was giving the child a stern look for some reason; which in turn 
only made the kid cry a bit harder. Justin passed Kanji a quick glance of confusion. 
He had no idea what in the hell Kanji was trying to do; but it clearly wasn’t a very 
good idea. “...Ya dumb kid!” 


“Wow. You have no idea how to deal with a kid, do you?” Justin remarked, passing 
Kanji a look of disapproval. It would have been a full-out glare, but Justin sort of 
realized the hypocrisy in that statement. HE didn’t know how to deal with a kid; he 
just knew he knew how to deal with one better than Kanji did. Kanji’s cheeks grew 
Slightly red; he hadn’t realized he had said something really fucking stupid until 
Justin pointed it out. And by that point it was too late to remedy the situation. He 
sighed slightly; Justin was right. Scolding this child wouldn’t solve anything. Kanji 
stood up, his eyes still on the boy. 


“C'mon! Don't just stand there!!” Kanji ordered the boy, gesturing for him to follow 
him. Kanji turned to Justin for a moment, a slight nod on his head. “Oh, uhh... I'm 
gonna go now.” Kanji stammered slightly as he tried to dismiss himself. Clearly he 
was going out to do something stupid. And he didn’t invite Justin. Justin crossed his 
arms slightly. 


“You’re seriously going to go beat the crap out of a ten year old?” Justin remarked 
raising his eyebrows. Kanji’s eyes widened with astonishment and disgust, recoiling 
Slightly as the comment struck him like a volleyball. 


“What!? No! I’m going to go help him look for it!” Kanji countered, his voice raspy 
with slight fear. He didn’t want Justin getting the wrong impression after all. Justin 
just smirked slightly, unfolding his arms in the process. He knew that wasn’t what 
Kanji was going to do. He might be a hardass; but he had a heart of gold. He wasn’t 
going to go beat up some ten-year old for throwing a stuffed animal in the river. 
Even if it was a douche move. 


“Il know, | know. Alright, let’s go.” Justin smiled spinning his cane around slightly 
before pointing it off in the distance. Kanji briefly wondered why the hell Justin 
carried that around all the time. Clearly he didn’t need it. | mean, Kanji didn’t know 
about the incident with Justin’s eye; but even then, he couldn’t see any reason why 
Justin would possibly need one. He walked around fluidly, and he didn’t seem to use 


it for anything other than spinning it around. But then, he supposed what else would 
you WANT to bring a cane around with you? 


“Huh? Really!?” 


“No, | just said that to get you over to the river where I’m going to try and drown 
you. Yes really, come on!” 


“LEI help...” 


“You shut up. Stay where you are so you don't get in the way! Senpai, make sure he 
doesn't come in after me! Whoa, this is cold.” 


Kanji shouted at the child as he stood knee deep in the Samegawa riverbed, 
searching around for any sign of the plush doll that had been thrown within its 
depths. This was not at all what Justin thought Kanji meant, though. He had 
assumed they were going to look along the shore bed, where it might have washed 
up. Obviously it wasn’t still in the middle of the river; it would have washed away by 
now. Justin also couldn’t say he was particularly fine with being on baby-sitting duty 
either. Don’t get him wrong, he had no intention of going in the water; but he would 
have definitely checked along the shore. And besides... Water and Justin didn’t 
really mix. Not anymore. 


“And so the truth finally comes out, eh?” Justin’s shadow smirked from the 
reflection in the river. Justin sighed a bit, moving only a step or two closer to the 
reflection to get a better view of the creature that lived in his mirror. He didn’t even 
know why he was bothering talking to this asshole; but alas, sometimes he slipped 
up and admitted something he wasn’t supposed to. Justin at least TRIED to listen 
when he talked; you never knew when you were going to strike gold. Justin knelt 
down a bit to stare his shadow down. 


“The hell are you talking about?” Justin whispered to the reflection, trying not to 
alert either the boy or Kanji. He was half successful; Kanji couldn’t hear him, but the 
boy sure as hell could. 


“Don’t play coy. You know what I’m talking about. Now tell me; how’s it 
feel living with a murderer?” The shadow continued to mock Justin, that wicked 
grin on his face as always. 


“You've been living in my skull for the last month or so. It’s not much different.” 
Justin glared at his reflection; the shadow simply laughing back at him all the while. 
He got some kick out of being called a murderer, though as to why was anyone’s 
guess. Were Justin’s hidden feelings just so... evil that they enjoyed being referred 
to as a murderer? Or was he simply laughing at Justin’s insult? It was hard to tell 
sometimes, and in a way, that was very concerning. 


“You still mad | shot your little girlfriend?” 


“Oh, are we doing this again? No, go right ahead. Tell me all about how every girl | 
know is apparantly my girlfriend. No seriously, go right ahead. Because | value your 
opinion so much.” Justin shook his head at the reflection. Oh he was furious that he 
had shot Maya; no doubt about it. He just didn’t care about anything his shadow 
said when he was on one of these tangents. 


“Oh but that’s right; you’re still trying to figure out what’s ‘wrong’ with 
Maya, aren’t ya? Trying to protect her? Afraid she’s going to leave your 
ass behind?” 


“.. If she leaves, that’s her choice.” Justin paused for a moment before speaking up. 
There was some truth to his shadow’s words, as much as he hated to admit it. Maya 
was family to him; he didn’t want to see anything happen to her: related to the case 
or otherwise. So maybe he was a bit over-protective. Maybe he didn’t want to watch 
her go. But he had good intentions; he just wanted her to live a good life. It’s what 
she was entitled to... It’s what she deserved. The shadow just chuckled a bit at 
Justin’s response however. It was clear Justin wasn’t one hundred percent confident 
in his answer. It was her choice... He just didn’t want her to make that choice. 


“But me... How can you protect her from what’s right under your nose?” 


“What in god’s name are you talking about?” Justin spat out. His shadow knew 
something, that much was for sure. But what was the question. The shadow just 
shook his head for a moment, before his reflection began to fade away. Justin 
breathed heavily after that. The shadow had left him with something like this; 
something to make Justin question what his shadow knew... And left him to dry; the 
question still dangling in his mind. He was trying to get Justin to snap; to break him. 
And it was sort of working. Justin stared into the water for a moment before he was 
snapped out of his daze by the little boy who had been waiting patiently for Kanji. 


“Hey mister... Who you talkin’ too?” The boy asked with curiosity. Justin damn near 
freaked out knowing that the boy had heard his conversation with his shadow... or 
at least the parts where Justin was talking. Obviously he wasn’t going to let the boy 
know about shadow or Personas... Justin starred at the boy for a moment before 
smiling and pushing himself up using his knees, making his way over to the boy and 
crouching a bit in the process to get on his eye-level. 


“Well it’s sort of like this... Have you ever had an imaginary friend?” Justin asked. 
The boy was young enough that he thought this would make a sufficient 
explanation. The boy shook his head a bit, the naivety of childhood blinding him to 
how psychotic Justin sounded right about now. “Well sometimes when people grow 
up, they don’t lose their imaginary friends.” 


“For real?” The boy questioned, almost fascinated by the story he was hearing. He 
had long out-grown his imaginary friend, but the thought of having one for all 
eternity? Well, that was just the greatest thing to a child his age. Justin nodded his 
head, a smile sweeping across his face. Oh man, when this kid grows up | am going 
to look like the creepiest fucking person... 


“Yep. That’s who | was talking to just now. We’re BFFs.” Justin lied through his 
teeth. Just the thought of calling his shadow his BFF sickened him a bit. But this kid 
didn’t know the horrible things his shadow had done and said; and quite frankly, he 
was much too young to understand anyway. So instead he just told him what every 
child wanted to hear; that everyone out there was a good person, how the friends 
you imagined would be with you till the die you died. Justin ruffled the boy’s hair 
slightly before pushing himself up from the ground, the boy smiling up at him with 
awe the entire time. Kanji was slowly making his way back to the shore... empty- 
handed, unfortunately. 


“Sorry Kid... Looks like it wasn’t there...” Kanji muttered with disappointment. He 
had hoped he’d be able to help this kid; not waste his time. | mean it was pretty late 
by now. The sun had gone down and the stars had started to shine in the sky. No 
doubt he should be home about now. The boy looked only slightly disappointed. He 
had a lot of time to think while Kanji dug around in the river’s tide; enough that he 
had a revelation of sorts. 


“I-I'm sorry... I'm going to apologize to Sana-chan. Even if she's mad, I'll say I'm 
sorry...” The child spoke up, slightly afraid, but also bold at the same time. 
Apologizing to someone you hurt was never easy; but doing it anyway, forcing 
yourself to go through with it even if every fiber of your being doesn’t want to... 
That’s bravery right there. Justin crossed his arms as he starred at the kid, a smile 
on his face. He was going to go places in life; he just knew it. Kanji still looked kind 
of ashamed he couldn’t help though. 


“Uh, yeah, well, if you do find the rabbit, make sure you give it to her...” Kanji 
grumbled. Or at least he had been when he was suddenly struck by a brilliant idea. 
He still knew a way he could help. “Yo, hold up. What kind of rabbit was it? Spill it. 
Just tell me!” Kanji coaxed the boy. He seemed a bit caught off guard at first, but he 
soon began to describe it. Nothing particularly interesting; it was a pink, wool plush 
doll in the shape of a rabbit. The only really distinctive quality was a green bow it 
apparently had wrapped around its neck. That might be a bit trickier; but otherwise, 
it seemed like they could easily find a replacement. That’s not what Kanji had in 
mind though; oh no, not even close. “Alright, | got it. You apologize to this ‘Sana- 
chan.’ You're the one who ‘threw it away.’ It might not be the same, but I'll get you 
a new one... So let it go with that.” Kanji instructed the boy, a smile on his face. 


“M-Mister...” The boy stuttered, overcome with happiness at the generosity Kanji 
was showcasing. Kanji shook his head slightly. 


“Who you callin’ mister!?” Kanji half-joked. He said it with a smile, but that mister 
comment seemed to kill him inside. Which is strange because it wasn’t a 
particularly offensive remark. Hell, he had called Justin mister; he didn’t so much as 
bat an eyelash. The boy smiled, bowing slightly before running off in search of his 
friend to give her the bad news. Justin just smiled at the boy before turning his 
attention to Kanji. Kanji continued to stare off in the direction the boy had run off, 
though he had began to speak in an aside to Justin. “Geez... I’m still in high school. 
This’s the prime of my youth! ...Do | really look that old? Maybe it's the eyebrows...” 
Kanji mused, trying to deduct what could possibly make him look old. Justin had a 
good idea. 


“Kanji...” 
“Huh?” 


“You bleach your hair. You know how kids tell when someone's old at that age.” 
Justin pointed out the obvious. Aside from wrinkles, the only way he could really tell 
when someone was old when he was a kid was grey or white hair. Kanji seemed 
almost a bit embarrassed that he had over-looked that. Well, that’s what he got for 
trying to go against the system. 


“Oh... Right...” Kanji stuttered a bit. “...Anyways, sorry 'bout dragging you into 
this...” Kanji suddenly apologized. Justin just raised an eyebrow in slight confusion. 
What was Kanji thanking HIM for. He was the one who did all the work; not Justin. 
Hell, Justin probably unintentionally scarred that kid for life by interacting with his 
shadow like that. | mean, sure; the kid didn’t see anything, but being told imaginary 
friends can last forever is probably not something a child should hear. Ah, 
whatever... He’d figure it out eventually. 


“Hey, you’re the one getting him a replacement. Don’t thank me yet.” Justin 
chuckled slightly, narrowing the distance between him and Kanji slightly. Kanji 
scratched at his head on that one. He hadn’t thought Justin had heard that. 
Honestly, Justin phased out a lot, daydream or otherwise. When Kanji had seen him 
starring at his reflection earlier... Well he had assumed Justin was bored out of his 
mind, and just was NOT paying attention. Quite the opposite was true, however. 


“So you heard me huh?” Kanji’s cheeks were a bit red. He didn’t want people 
knowing he was doing a good deed, for whatever reason. Could be because he was 
trying to protect his reputation of being a badass; even though Kanji clearly didn’t 
like people thinking of him like that. Could be that he just didn’t want people giving 
him congratulations for doing a good deed. 


“Well yeah. You were like... five feet away.” Justin remarked sarcastically. 


“It was like | understood how he felt. Wanting to be accepted, afraid of being left 
out, doing stuff that you shouldn't... Then taking the one person you shouldn't make 


cry and making 'em bawl...” Justin felt his heart skip a beat as the words left Kanji’s 
mouth... Yeah, he understood exactly what that was like... He had really screwed 
the pooch with Maya... This... This really wasn’t making him feel better about the 
whole ‘Maya not eating’ situation. He wanted to stop feeling responsible for what 
happened in California... But he was. Just by existing he was. If he was gone; Maya 
would have no incentive to run... Hell, she wouldn’t even have access to a television 
to start this whole incident in the first place. Justin was to blame from the get go... 
and he hated that... 


“Yeah... | know what you mean...” Justin sighed slightly. Kanji normally would have 
caught on that something was bothering Justin; but he was just as bothered by all of 
this as Justin was. You couldn’t really pity someone if you were too busy pitying 
yourself after all. 


“So... Y'know, | thought maybe | could help him. Was | going too easy on him?” Kanji 
questioned. He wasn’t very good with people; so for all he knew, he could have 
been going too easy on him. Justin snapped out of his state of self-pity as the words 
left Kanji’s mouth. That had to be one of the most ridiculous questions he had ever 
heard. Too easy? The guy shouted at the kid, called him dumb, told him to shut up, 
and ordered him around. He was doing a good thing, no doubt; but the attitude 
definitely needed work. But hey; he knew Kanji’s intentions were good... He just 
needed work on how he interacted with people. It wasn’t something he was entirely 
used to after all. 


“If that was easy, I’d hate to see what going hard on him is like.” 


“Hey, what’s that supposed to mean.” Kanji glared at Justin slightly, to which Justin 
lust shrugged and smirked. Oh, it felt like it had been so long since he had managed 
to piss someone other than Yosuke off. The others had just gotten so used to how 
Justin acted, that when he made a remark like that, they knew he hadn’t meant it as 
anything vicious. Kanji was still fairly separate from the group, not quite as 
connected as say... Yu, or Chie. He didn’t really understand that Justin acted like 
that. And Justin kind of loved that in a way. 


“It means don’t you go off renovating any asses on me, you hear.” Justin smirked a 

bit, pointing his cane at Kanji. Kanji just sort of smiled and nodded his head. He was 
just starting to get that Justin had intended that as a joke. It was going to take some 
time to get used to Justin’s sense of humor; that much was for sure. 


“| promise to avoid home decorating at all costs.” 


“Crisis averted. 


